370                         R.  B.  SHERIDAN
could have found for the business, for 'twill not only serve as a hammer, but a catalogue into the bargain. But come, begin. - A-going, a-going, a-going!
Ckas. Surf. Bravo, Careless! Weil, here's my great-uncle, Sir Richard Raveline, a marvellous good general in his day, I assure you. He served in all the Duke of Marlborough's wars, and got that cut over his eye at the battle of Malplaquet. - What say you, Mr Premium? - look at him - there's a hero for you, not cut out of his feathers, as your modern clipt captains are, but enveloped in wig and regimentals, as a general should be. - What do you bid ?
Sir Oliv. Bid him speak.                             [Aside to Moses.
Mos. Mr Premium would have you speak,
Ckas. Surf. Why, then, he shall have him for ten pounds, and I'm sure that's not dear for a staff-officer.
Sir Oliv. Heaven deliver me! his famous Uncle Richard for ten pounds! - [Aside]. Very well, sir, I take him at that,
Chas. Surf. Careless, knock down my Uncle Richard. - Here, now, is a maiden sister of his, my great-aunt Deborah, done by Kneller, in his best manner, and esteemed a very formidable likeness. - There she is, you see, a shepherdess feeding her flock. - You shall have her for five pounds ten - the sheep are worth the money.
Sir Oliv. Ah! poor Deborah! a woman who set such value on herself! [Aside."] - Five pounds ten - she's mine.
Chas. Surf. Knock down my Aunt Deborah! - Here5 now, are two that were a sort of cousins of theirs. -You see, Moses, these pictures were done some time ago, when beaux wore wigs, and the ladies their own hair.
Sir Oliv. Yes, truly, head-dresses appear to have been a
little lower in those days. Ckas. Surf. Well, take this couple for the same. Mos. 'Tis a good bargain.